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Granny had secretly raked out the fire-place, produced the 
flat cake and hidden it somewhere. Vanyo and Kouné looked 
for it in all the corners they could think of, stuck their heads 
under the bedstead, poked around in the cupboards,and 
looked all over the fire-place again. Not a trace of it was to be 
found anywhere. 
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‘Granny, please, Granny, give us the flat 
cake" begged the boy, Vanyo. 

‘Please, Granny, do give it to us!’ his sister 
repeated, standing before her. 

‘Mush, children, keep quiet now, for I'll 
take the distaff, if you don’t.’ 

‘Dearest Granny, we are so hungry!’ Kouné 
begged in a very sad voice. 

‘Open your mouth and let me see! 

What a suspicious grandmother she was! 
Kouné opened her mouth like a small fish. 

‘Ah, that’s a very hungry girl, indeed!" said 
the old woman. ‘But what shall we do now? 
Let’s wait just a little, till Daddy comes from 
the forest in his sleigh.’ 

‘Do tell us where the flat cake is!’ said 
Vanyo, pulling her by the skirts. Two large 
tears were ready to drop from his eyes. 
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‘Where can it be? It has gone to look round its wheat field, 
of course. Didn't you see how it rushed out? Look, look, it’s run- 
ning along over there, down the village path, and Chernyo is 
limping and barking behind it.’ 
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Vanyo and Kouné glued their eyes to the 
hazy window pane. They saw the wide high- 
way, packed with snow. Deep snow, almost as 
high as a man, had covered the trees and the 
small houses, and the whole forest. It was so 
cold and frightening in the fields. Big, gaunt 
wolves wandered down the pathway, casting 
their eyes at the village where the chimneys 
were smoking, baring their teeth and 
growling. Nobody dared go there. But the little 
flat cake, that bit of a thing, had left the fire 
with a burning head, shaken the embers off its 
back and made its way, rolling along, bound 
for its wheat field. : 
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‘Granny, said Vanyo thoughtfully. 
F ‘Well?’ 


‘Tell us the truth, Granny. We must know.’ 
‘What, child?’ 


‘What you told us last evening. Did the flat cake really go 
out to look round its wheat field ?’ 

‘Yes, it did. Granny always tells you the truth.’ 

‘Is the field far from here?’ 

‘Very far.’ 


‘As far as the big forest, and even beyond it?’ Kouné 
asked, pointing with her finger. 

‘That's right.’ 

The children glued their faces to the window pane once 
more. Fine snow was falling outside. Pouring down, down 
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and down, covering the houses with a thick blanket. The 
houses panted beneath the thick cover, hardly able to breathe 
through the chimneys. A buffalo-driven sleigh was moving 
clumsily along the path, carrying a large heap of firewood. It 
passed the bridge and disappeared behind the snow. 
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‘Granny, tell us about the flat cake again,’ the two children 
said thoughtfully, turning their fair-haired heads towards the 
bespectacled old woman. 

‘What shall I tell you again? Didn’t I tell it to you last 
night ?’ 

‘We want to hear it once more.’ 

‘All right then, listen well! When the flat cake left the 
fire, the grandmother began, ‘it looked around the room, 
shook its back clear of the embers and slowly crept out 
through the door that was slightly ajar. Then it took to its 
heels as fast as it could. Chernyo ran after it. He chased it as far 
as the bridge but in vain, for the cake ran as fast as a rabbit. 
When Chernyo saw that he couldn't get hold of it, he barked 
once or twice after it and came back. 

‘The flat cake crossed the fields and entered the forest. It 
had no sooner entered the forest, than a hungry wolf came up 
before it in the middle of the path. He had not eaten anything 
for three days on end. So he gaped and stamped his foot: 

“Stop, flat cake!” he shouted. “I am so hungry that I'll 
swallow you up in a single bite, but I'm afraid | mav choke on 
you. 


‘“Is it hungry?” the flat cake asked. 

'“No, it is not.” 

‘“Allright, then, let it keep still where it is, because when 
spring comes and the white snow blanket melts away, when 
the nightingales begin to sing round the field, its sprouts may 
grow tall and form large, heavy ears. They will fill the granary 
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to the brim. Let the small sprouts know this well: / at, 
allemade into flat cakes.” 

‘The wheat laughed quietly beneath the snow. It thought 
that the flat cake was lying to it. How could it possibly turn 
into a flat cake? 

‘It was foolish, poor thing, because it was very young — it 
was only two months old. 

‘The flat cake turned to go back. It had fulfilled its mission 
and could return home. It did not pass through the forest, but 
took the deep path down the valley, and then through the 
meadows.’ 

‘And what did the wolf do, Grandmother?’ 


‘The wolf stayed where he was crouching amid the wood, 
waiting with his teeth chattering, while the wind swept over 
his ears.’ 

‘Ah, this wise flat cake, how clever it was! 

The door creaked. Several sleighs entered the yard. 

‘Vanyo-o-! Run, the sleigh has come!” 

‘Daddy is coming, hey-y-y! How white he is!’ 

‘Come on, Kouné, fill the ketthe with warm water, that 
Daddy may wash his hands. He's been working in the cold all 
day, you know. And I'll go to the small house to see if the flat 
cake is back.’ 
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